Wretched Things 
Posted originally on the Archive of Our Own at http://archiveofourown.org/works/33260773. 


Rating: Explicit 

Archive Warning: No Archive Warnings Apply 
Category: E/E 

Fandom: Kill la Kill (Anime & Manga) 
Relationship: Kiryuuin Satsuki/Matoi Ryuuko 
Characters: Matoi Ryuuko, Kiryuuin Satsuki 


Additional Tags: 


Properties 
Language: English 
Stats: Published: 2021-08-15 Words: 7,869 Chapters: 1/1 


Wretched Things 
by bereftVIGIL 


Summary 


There is an unspoken understanding that forces them together, an encompassing and hollow 
feeling of otherness that brands the onus of kin on them more than their shared blood ever 
has. They do not fit into this fickle and grim world as they are supposed to; their edges are 
too sharp, the shadows that trail behind them leviathan with scars too impossible to be real. 
They are both fiends and beasts in their own right, damned and suffering creatures. They can 
see it so plainly in their mirrored eyes; can feel it in every tempting touch. 


They have done monstrous things— they are monstrous things, and they cannot scorn the 
other for these truths. 


Notes 


Please take careful note of the tagged warnings! 


I have nothing to say for this thing besides I am glad to be rid of it and I was rather lax with 
the editing. Enjoy the ride! 


There is a hole in her. 


It is an endless and yawning chamber that sits two steps above her stammering heart; a pitch 
and ravenous abyss that threatens to devour her. 


Most days it is a needling ache she can ignore, an empty she can manage with fond memories 
shared among kindred spirits and family. Her hand can settle along the top of her chest, can 
feel the steady rhythm of her heart and the adoration safely tucked between ribs; the twining 
of love and hope that nests there. 


Other days it brings her broken to her knees. Sallow and stricken as her desperate hands 
tighten along the edge of a sink, chest a pitted and desolate void she can see in her blurry and 
cracked reflections. Nails dig into that place, claw and itch until it turns a raw pink; until she 
has a wound to match the great hole he carved in her— the outline she can never fill. 


It has been three years since Senketsu has left her and most days she is fine; she is a live wire 
of a soul, insatiable in her drives and goals, never still for too long lest she miss even a single 
moment. 


She is happy. 
She lives twice as hard for him. 


Other days— today, she is hollow and desperate, feral in her desire to rid herself of that 
emptiness. 


Pain sings pretty from the uneven wound that splits open where she thinks her appendix is - 
or was - her vision a twisting and blurred kaleidoscope of colours and lights. Her hand 
presses against the worst of it, watches past her split knuckles as her torn white tank soaks 
black. Her veins are a volatile cocktail of adrenaline and alcohol, mouth a jagged and cruel 
thing that barks laughter into the overcast night. 


Her heart thunders along to the muted bass of music from the neighbouring club, mouth 
coated in a revolting tang of copper even her Life Fibers condemn. 


She stomps over the litter of unconscious forms that lay at the mouth of the alley, idly kicks 
one as she stumbles past. Ryuko doesn’t remember what it was she said to these men to set 
them off, barely remembers much outside of the way her teeth latched into a shoulder and 
tore, the feeling of a knife parting skin, and knuckles splitting and cracking against wet and 
tender flesh. 


Ryuko peels that sticky tank top up along her torso as she walks and sways down the empty 
street, brow creasing and eyes squinting as she tries to focus her shitty vision on the gaping 
wound. She thinks it might have been serious if she were human, imagines sitting in the back 
of an ambulance and tied to tubes and slurs another laugh. The flex of her abdominals no 
longer stings with the motion, the Life Fibers in her frame languidly beginning to criss-cross 
and stitch over torn flesh; beginning to draw the trailing rivulets of blood back inward. 


The process is stilted though, lethargy beginning to gnaw at her muscles as her mouth dries 
with thirst; she needs to replace the blood they consume. 


When she blinks next she’s in another place entirely, disorientated and hazy with her phone’s 
bright screen staring back at her, an unsent message of ‘u up?’ glaring back at her. She leans 
a broad shoulder against the smooth stone fence that stretches before her, scratching at her 
still healing wound in furious swipes. She gets a good minute into it before her nail finds a 
still healing edge and tears, body spasming with a naseauting shudder. Her upper lip peels 
back with a snarl, chopped hiss crawling between her tightly set teeth. Impulsive frustration 
bubbles, has that irritating white tank shredded off of her in frantic and stubborn movements. 
She watches with glazed eyes as the stretched and torn fabric flutters to the ground, painting 
the grass white and maroon in chaotic patches. 


She shoulders her jacket over her black sports bra to dull the bite of cold and pockets her 
phone. Her cog-pupiled eyes are lidded and languorous things as they finally seek to greet her 
surroundings, rolling over manicured lawns and gardens, along elegant stone pathings before 
settling on the lavish and traditional dwelling. 


Ryuko understands at once where she is, whose house it is she stalks. 
Satsuki Kiryuin. 


The adrenaline in her veins reignites with a spur of excitement, anticipation making her wiry 
frame tense in the sweetest of ways. The steady thrum of her heart is staccato in her ears, a 
tongue swiping across her split and dry lips before she pulls the bottom one between her 
teeth. Her hands twitch at her sides, her feet moving of their own accord at lumbering steps 
toward that quaint structure. 


A wolfish heat spawns and howls in her gut, desire like fanning flames— like fibers stitching 
across her body. 


And then her stomach roils, disgust and loathing nipping at her heels— 


She doesn’t stop. She doesn’t slow even though some small part of her begs it of her, even 
though this selfish game she indulges in hurts more than herself. 


It could be anyone else; it should be anyone else. 


Her hands meet the exterior of the home as a grimace cracks across her hungry mouth, 
recklessly scaling that wall in leaps and pulls. 


Ryuko meets Satsuki, meets her sister, more times than she ever admits to her friends, to her 
family— to Mako. These visits are a denied existence to the rest of her life. 


It wasn’t like this at first. 


After Ragyo and Honnoji and Senketsu, both girls went their separate ways for a time. A year 
of communication through wayward texts and quickly cut calls, months upon months of 
Ryuko spent trying to ignore the unchaste thoughts she had of her sister and attempting to 


build a familial bond. It was successful, almost, until Satsuki had moved back from Tokyo 
after her foray into university didn’t pan out the way she wanted. 


Successful, until Satsuki invited her over on the anniversary of their father’s death and Ryuko 
had the smart idea of pre-gaming to ignore her nerves. 


Successful, until Ryuko got too close, until Ryuko’s hands were on hips and her mouth was 
slamming into Satsuk1’s. 


And for a fragile moment Satsuki was kissing her back, and that carnivorous and wanton 
thing in her chest was sated and she was alive in so many ways she hadn’t been since 
Senketsu; every frayed nerve igniting with an intoxicating electricity, every muscle finally 
easing and blossoming with a feverish warmth. 


Synchronization. 


A brief moment that ended with Satsuki demanding she leave, fear and revulsion and hate 
painting her cobalt eyes black; and it ached, burned and gnawed to be viewed in such a 
manner. It broke her to be rejected even though she knew it was wrong— they were wrong. 


So she yielded and left. 


The next day Satsuki fielded her calls to a monotone answering machine and ignored her 
frantic and worried texts; a pattern she kept for weeks upon weeks. Ryuko could only 
apologize so many times before resentment bubbled thickly within her; Satsuki was burdened 
with these same immoral desires as her, so why was it Ryuko who had to carry the mantle of 
wrong. 


She was inebriated when she decided to track her sister down; Aunt her. Her arrival was met 
with yelling and fists, and she mirrored those damning actions all the same until they were 
fighting like when they were younger; until they were bloody and bruised and Satsuki finally 
bowed brokenly under the monstrous weight of their shared truth. 


The second kiss they indulged in was no different than their exchanged fists; messy and 
desperate and violent, and Ryuko discovered as her teeth lined Satsuki’s shoulders and 
pierced she shared a lot more in common with Senketsu than she originally believed. 


It became an unspoken agreement after. Ryuko would turn up broken and beaten, and Satsuki 
would allow those Life Fibers within her /ittle sister to feed upon her; would heal Ryuko with 
her blood. 


It became an illicit addiction. 


Ryuko’s fingers hook against the edge of a dark window, bracing her feet against the slanted 
shingled roof, before exerting just a drop of her inhuman strength. The simple lock gives with 
a snap, and she ducks her way inside. 


The drum of her heart is rapid and roaring, blood pumping and pooling in rolling waves. Her 
eyes adjust to the vast and pitch dark bathroom in a blink, and she kicks off her shoes and 


socks, and leaves them under the sink. Her ears strain for the sound of movement as she pads 
toward the ensuites door, glancing at the soft light pouring from under the door. 


When she creaks it open to peek she finds the massive bedroom empty, a bedside lamp left on 
and an abandoned book over the peel of pure white covers. Satsuki is awake of course; 
Ryuko knows she must sleep some time, she is human, but she has never seen the woman 
indulge. Ryuko wishes to ask some days what demons Satsuki carries; what specters she 
buries that prowl through her nightmares and chase her into wakefulness, what memories 
have her haunt her own home every night like clockwork. 


Ryuko wants to be someone Satsuki could entrust such a secret to, but she knows it to be 
impossible with how she takes and takes. Knows it impossible with how her mind swirls with 
the idea of her sister disrobed, of that captivating frame dotted with sweat and pressed 
between those silken sheets and squirming. 


Arousal swims thickly through her veins, heavy eyes a shade too dark. 


Ryuko wonders if she is one of the reasons Satsuki never sleeps, if she is one of those things 
that possess her nightmares—- wonders if the thought should excite or repulse her. 


Her bare feet pad across the floor of the spartan bedroom with a renewed focus, the awkward 
drunken stumble of her feet suddenly prowling as she passes through sparsely decorated 
hallways and descends stairs. She isn’t quiet; bumps heavily against walls, grumbles under 
her breath, each step solid with her weight. But she doesn’t have to be, she is always invited; 
always welcome, even when Satsuki’s eyes are like daggers across her skin. 


Ryuko finds her in the kitchen, lounging in a silken ivory robe that rides decidedly high on 
her thighs while she nurses a steaming cup of tea. Satsuki doesn’t acknowledge her for a long 
moment, and Ryuko uses that to her advantage; leans bodily against the frame of the 
entryway and leers. Her eyes are devoted and restless, gaze trailing over cheeks and parted 
plush lips— lower along the elegant stretch of neck to the tempting window of bust. 


When Ryuko looks back up, the eyes that are so much like her own meet her— eyes with 
unshed grief, eyes burdened with the unspeakable, eyes the exact same solitary shade of blue. 


There is an unspoken understanding that forces them together, an encompassing and hollow 
feeling of otherness that brands the onus of kin on them more than their shared blood ever 
has. They do not fit into this fickle and grim world as they are supposed to; their edges are 
too sharp, the shadows that trail behind them leviathan with scars too impossible to be real. 
They are both fiends and beasts in their own right, damned and suffering creatures. They can 
see it so plainly in their mirrored eyes; can feel it in every tempting touch. 


They have done monstrous things— they are monstrous things, and they cannot scorn the 
other for these truths. 


“Another fight?” Satsuki’s rich chords are only an echo of her youth. It is a muzzled and 
muted demand almost benign with tiredness, but still raw with bite, weighted with arrogance. 


It takes a moment for Ryuko to respond, eyes watching intently as those velvet lips curver 
around the lip of a teacup; as that captivating throat bobs and swallows. She imagines 
something else— imagines that mouth elsewhere and aches between her taut thighs. 


“T look like shit?” Ryuko slurs in a rasped tone, mutely aware of the purpling bruises that 
dance like spots across her sinewy frame. 


“Mm,” she intones in agreement around another mouthful of tea. “I can smell the sweat and 
alcohol off of you from here.” 


Ryuko laughs, and she’s not sure why. It isn’t a particularly funny thing to say, nor is it at all 
wrong, but there’s just something about the dry observation that makes her stomach flutter. 
Or, maybe, it’s because all she can think of is the fact that Satsuki - mighty and imperious 
Satsuki - will not reject her for it. 


The Life Fibers in her frame begin to shiver with anticipation, hyper aware of the woman 
who sits only a room away from her; acutely obsessed on the feverish ichor that swims below 
such thin and pale skin. 


She licks her lips. 


Broad shoulders shrug free of the jacket dotted in blood to abandon it on the tiled floor, 
pointedly steady and measured strides drawing her closer and closer to Satsuki’s form. She 
thinks her eyes must shine with something pitch and thick, for Satsuki politely returns her 
teacup to it’s saucer before fluidly standing. 


It’s a defensive and guarded action, but Ryuko ignores it entirely; doesn’t stop until she’s 
almost pressed against that svelte and toned frame, leering with a cracking smile as Satsuki’s 
nose scrunches in exaggerated disgust. 


That vacant and hungry thing in her chest stretches outward; lessens and lessens as Satsuki’s 
steady breathing fans across her lips. 


“How much did you have?” 


Those eyes are discerning things, and Ryuko yields to them as her gaze flickers away. She 
idles for time by means of snatching up that tea cup; downing that broiling and bitter tea in 
three gulps, smirking at the recognizable lemon tartness. She returns it to the table 
haphazardly before thinking better of it and replacing it in it’s saucer, proper, nail clicking 
casually along its edge. 


“Probably less than you’re thinkin’, but more than I’m gonna admit,” she says at length, 
resolutely meeting those keen eyes again with her own dark look. 


Focused as she is, she almost starts as a cool touch feathers along her exposed flank; fingers 
drawing near that no longer healing wound. 


“There are better ways to deal with this, Ryuko.” 


The concern in those eyes makes her brows crease, the beginnings of a frown twitching along 
her lips. 


“And what if I like this way?” She starts stubbornly, voice low and growling. 
“Tt’s not health—” 


Ryuko erases the distance between them then, presses her feverish body against Satsuki’s 
until she has her pinned against the table; until thin satin brushes against her sweltering skin. 
She watches as those slender fingers latch onto the edge of the wood and settles her hands 
over them. Her nose nudges along that sharp jaw, mouth next to her ear. 


“What if you like this way?” There’s a crooked smile to her voice, teeth carefully nipping the 
lobe of her ear. 


“Ryuko,” her tone is a warning Ryuko ignores. 


“Nee-san,” she pitches her voice into a mockingly saccharine and meek thing, nuzzles deeper 
against that strained and captivating throat. She feels the hands under hers turn white 
knuckled, catches the deep frown that splits Satsuki’s face and pushes. “Can you help me?” 


There is something to the way Satsuki acknowledges their shared blood, something devoted 
and twisted in equal turns that she never digs too deep into. Instead Ryuko uses it as a tool, as 
a wicked encouragement; and she succumbs to it every time brokenly. 


Satsuki’s breath pitches for a beat before at once the tension in her frame melts, eases away 
with the steady thrum of her heart. 


And then she’s tilting her head some, exposing the long and captivating pull of her neck. 


Ryuko’s frame shakes with desire as she watches, both human and inhuman parts of her a 
chorus of triumph. Her teeth settle differently in her thirsting mouth, a smirk drawing her 
maw. Despite the lethargy and hunger that sit heavy in her frame, Ryuko does not rush this. 
Her sensitive lips settle on that heavy pulse, that tempting beat spurring the delirious throb 
between her legs onward. 


“Thank you, Nee-san,” she breathes in that sickly sweet and polite voice. 


The kiss Ryuko lays along her jugular is open mouthed and teasing, sultry and extended; and 
still she does not bite, refuses to sate that primeval hunger until feeding the darker and lusting 
thing within her. She ghosts the edge of her sharp teeth along Satsuki’s throat in languid 
motions, heavy breath enough to cause that delicate skin to erupt in goosebumps. She buries 
deeper against her neck, nips mocking bites along an exposed collarbone before laying 
dozens of heated and sloppy kisses indiscriminately. 


Her senses are laden with Satsuki, sight and smell and touch and taste— she feels it like a 
wildfire in her chest, feels it in every tender twitch of arousal. 


She could melt into this woman, into her sister. She could devour her whole, drive and bury 
herself somewhere too deep to ever be released from again; somewhere burning and flushed 


and wet for her. 


The husked groan she purrs muffles against that twitching flesh, the desire for more— the 
primitive urge to keep pushing painting her pitch mind. She frees one hand from their strange 
and entwined hold, lets those digits slide skyward and under the collar of that velvet robe. 
She peels it down some, exposes more of that neck and shoulder to the exploration of her 
needling mouth. 


“Imouto,” Satsuki whispers on the end of a shuddering exhale, emotions warring in those too 
similar eyes. 


Ryuko knows it’s supposed to be another warning, knows there are rules to this game that 
they play; rules she is breaking with such extended and wanton contact. She is only supposed 
to feed, but she knows her sister’s tells, knows when she can push based on the names Satsuki 
chooses to call her. 


As far as she’s concerned, imouto was as good as a green light. 


Ryuko presses that much closer for a beat, and then her hands are at the knot to Satsuki’s 
sash. A longer hand reaches out for her wrist, but there’s no pressure and Satsuki’s eyes are 
clouded and reeling. She abuses this momentary weakness in resolve, kisses and nips at that 
sensitive spot below Satsuki’s ear as her deft fingers pull that knot apart in seconds. 


The robe falls open then; exposes a long stripe of ivory skin. 


Ryuko’s breathing comes out ragged as she feels the flex of muscle under her calloused 
fingers, dragging her hand over that heated flesh. There are parts she knows from experience 
not to touch, to avoid lest she wants this heated game to end. So she maps a clean path from 
abdominals skyward, hand fanning betweens breasts and along chest. When she reaches her 
shoulder, she shifts that robe down further along, let’s more and more of that beautiful canvas 
greet the cool air. She knows not to speak or stare, but that doesn’t stop her from letting a 
thick hum roll in the wanton cavern of her throat as she briefly peeks to admire her 
handiwork. 


Satsuki has always been an equally dangerous and gorgeous creature, and Ryuko can admit to 
the truth of that from the moment she first laid eyes on her. An idle appreciation turned 
feverish after seeing her in an Overridden Junketsu for the very first time, a wanton need not 
lessened by the revelation of their shared blood. 


She doesn’t think about what that makes her, doesn’t think of who it reminds her of. 


Ryuko’s body nudges forward then, presses skin to skin until Satsuki follows her guiding lead 
and props herself up on the table and leans back with her weight. Those legs part instinctively 
for her hips, but she doesn’t close the distance there yet, abates the itch to roll her hips. The 
eager praise that sits on her throat is forcibly swallowed, but she makes sure to press an 
obscene kiss to the top of her chest; makes sure her blackened eyes convey the gratitude that 
thrums within her. 


Satsuki meets that gaze with lidded eyes, but they still swim with hesitation and uncertainty, 
something sharp and hard in the corners. 


So Ryuko plucks her hands free of Satsuki carefully, presses them against the table with a 
pacifying drum of her fingers. The look lessens by a few degrees and Ryuko purrs 
encouragingly in her chest, messy kisses dragging over collar bones to sternum then lower. 


This close she can feel every pound of Satsuki’s desperate and drumming heart, can hear the 
fluttering draw of air and the rousing pulse of blood. It is a potent rhythm that echoes in her 
own chest, fervour howling in her veins and loins. Kiss by kiss Ryuko trails closer and closer 
to where that organ dances beneath skin, doesn’t stop her creeping movements until her 
mouth mockingly bites at the inner swell of Satsuki’s bared left breast. 


The race of that heart pitches as her teeth tease along flesh, and so Ryuko does it again and 
again, coaxing that organ into a desperate and offbeat chorus interspaced by the softest 
breaths. 


It becomes too much for her at once, the desire building in her gut rupturing in molten waves 
until her jagged teeth slip cleanly into that velvet skin with a wayward groan. 


The bite is a shallow cut but still deep enough for it to well and bubble with blood, to have 
faint rivulets roll down the curve of her breast. Ryuko doesn’t miss a beat, let’s her Life Fiber 
infused tongue twist over flushed skin and coat in that metallic flavoured ichor. It does little 
to satisfy either of Ryuko’s actual needs, and so she presses her broiling mouth to the wound 
to worm that pink muscle along the source and encourage a steady flow. 


When she braves a glace skyward she’s both impressed and irritated Satsuki’s composure has 
returned to her, annoyed at those steel eyes that no longer reflect her thoughts. 


She doesn’t have long left then. 
One more push. 


“That can’t be an effective place to draw blood from, Ryuko,” Satsuki says in a disconnected 
voice, in a tone that suggests the end of this game. 


For a moment Ryuko only hums in agreement. This action is as much a tease toward her 
sister as it is a tease for the twine of thirst and desire that Ryuko is made of. In the next, she 
seals her lips around that bleeding flesh and suckles harshly; draws enough of that red loose 
to take the edge off the frenzied Life Fibers within her as her teeth graze against that bared 
breast. She pulls free with an obscene and wet pop, a slow smile tugging her lips as Satsuki’s 
heart spikes and flutters under her lips. 


“I know,” she says roughly, doesn’t bother to mask the arousal in her voice. She kisses that 
wound sweetly before offering her a teasing nip, the look nestled in her eyes almost unkind. 
“This close I can feel where your blood’s flowin’— pooling.” 


A flicker of comprehension flashes in Satsuki’s guarded eyes for a moment, the next breath 
she takes fragile and faltering, and Ryuko’s mouth evolves into a wicked grin against her 


breast. She thinks this is when Satsuki will succumb, will surrender to her body’s desires the 
same as she does; but that time never arrives. Instead she feels the thundering of that chest 
hush and slow, turn into an unaffected thing as her breathing evens. 


Ryuko has to admit Satsuki’s control is an impressive beast, but the action is a futile save. It 
doesn’t hide anything, rather it only makes that languid warmth pulsing lower and lower still 
all the more tantalizing; beckoning. 


She is helpless to resist it. 


In one careless movement Ryuko snaps her mouth free of that flushed skin and draws her 
body back some; and then she promptly finds herself on her knees and looking up. 


Satsuki’s cool eyes melt; are swallowed by hungry umbra and smoke, the furrow of her 
brows a great and oppressive thing as those manicured nails bite into the grain of the wooden 
table. Her nostrils flare for a moment, white and blunt teeth needling into her too perfect and 
pouting lower lip. 


She doesn’t say no, she doesn’t stop her; doesn’t close the brazen spread of her thighs. 


Ryuko indulges then, breaks that oppressive eye contact to roll down her body over the rose 
peak of a heavy breast dotted with red, past the fluttering ridge of abdominals, settling on the 
apex of thighs still teasingly covered by the edge of a robe. She can make out the peek of 
black and Jace as it wraps around a shapely hip, and moves closer; slots her head intimately 
between those knees with a disarming nuzzle to one. 


Still she isn’t halted and so she pushes, lets her lips carefully ghost along the powerful 
muscles of her inner thighs in muted appreciation and worship; lets her mouth carefully chart 
out this new expanse of firm ivory gifted to her. There is a symphony of blood down here that 
meets her ears; the steady rush of femoral artery below her lips and the thick and crooning 
pulse that shudders from the apex of Satsuk1’s thighs. 


That seductive melody of arousal. 


Ryuko’s chest squeezes with excitement, every breath she takes a laboured and wispy thing 
as her own need throbs and aches painfully across the face of her clit. Her teeth tease along 
the sensitive flesh presented to her mouth as she travels higher along those legs to trail that 
artery, coaxing away every tense flex and swift twitch with butterfly-like kisses. The straining 
desire to provide herself the tiniest of relief is an addicting suggestion, so she busies her 
hands instead. 


The first touch of fingers against skin has an impossibly soft noise drip between Satsuki’s 
pinched mouth. She takes it slower then, gently rubs at those tense muscles until her sister’s 
hesitancy lulls some. Ryuko props her hand against one thigh then, and eases her further 
open; spreads her legs in minute degrees. With the other she reaches higher along that 
musculature, fingers twisting into the edge of that silken robe and gently tugging the last of 
her modesty free. 


Satsuki’s sensual lingerie is revealed in earnest then; it’s a small and lacy thong, black strings 
crisscrossing in barren little patterns on the front that leave little to imagination. 


Ryuko can feel that itching thirst return in force, the bob of her throat straining under her 
crumpling will. She imagines taking that eager pearl between her lips, imagines eating her fill 
of the ambrosia that leaves darkened patches along those black patterns. She wonders what 
noises she could ease out of this woman, wonders what it would feel like to have those thighs 
wrapped around her head as Satsuki grinds that swollen and wet desire against her tongue. 


Her head swirls with the thoughts, her entrance beginning to drool with need. 


Unconsciously she bites, the eager tension in her frame needling her to move. Her canines 
easily slip through the ivory skin of thigh, prodding just deep enough to have a steady 
reservoir of blood meet her tongue. The moan that bubbles between her lips is echoed by the 
small whimper that escapes Satsuki’s throat, and suddenly she can’t hear much of anything 
past the thundering roar of her heart between her ears. 


The Life Fibers in her body sing at once, raw energy shooting through her frame as she feels 
that wound stitch close; the bruises littering her broken frame vanishing with each starved 
swallow. A hand settles into her hair as it blooms with red strands, slender digits carding deep 
into those locks and she groans against the touch. Her hips roll instinctively, mind alight with 
the hope that those fingers will turn rough with lust and her eager mouth will be directed to a 
different dripping heat. 


That moment never comes as she drinks her fill of ichor, as the distracting hunger of her Life 
Fibers finally quiets. It leaves her empty save for a ravenous desire to have her sister in all the 
ways she can’t— she shouldn t. 


Her tongue laps languidly at the final dregs of blood offered before she finally glances 
skyward. Want is what meets her; raw and unfiltered and burning in those blue eyes. 


Recklessness thrums in her boiling veins, her whole frame a resonate pulse of need and desire 
that leaves her helplessly compelled; has every hair on her burning frame standing on end. 
The Life Fibers swell and twitch in bliss beneath her skin, coo and whisper adoration for this 
woman same as her heart. Her thoughts turn single minded toward her sister, on the acrid 
smell of arousal and quiver of tightly wound muscles beneath her straying touch. 


Satsuki needs her as Ryuko yearns for her in turn, craves her in such primitive and beastial 
means. 


Every tight throb, every wanton ache that blooms from her core is as intoxicating as it is 
maddening. 


She will not deny them any longer, she cannot— isn’t sure how she ever did. 


It’s a fluid and inhuman motion that brings her to her feet, draws her closer to that arresting 
skin— drags her to the woman who so deftly pulls her strings. The look in her eyes must be 
pitch with thirst because Satsuki flushes a subtle pink and her gaze falls to Ryuko’s mouth. 
She closes the distance in a blink, forces their lips together with a thick and passionate groan. 


Her mouth is dauntless and hot, her tongue slipping between those gasping lips and 
swallowing a shuddering breath. 


Not enough, is the only thing her buzzing mind can supply, echoes of more and more and 
more driving her to something entirely primal. 


“Sa-tsu-ki,” she draws out her name carefully between their mouths, rolls the taste of each 
syllable between her hungry teeth and feels as her sister’s body shivers against her. Those 
eyes are as dark as hers, the same in so many ways, that remaining sliver of control stretched 
much too taut; close to breaking. 


Almost hers. 


Desperate for more contact her hands rivet to the alluring curve of hip and squeeze; bruise, 
before that calloused touch snakes further back to seize Satsuki’s divine ass. An appreciative 
growl sings from her chest, and in one easy movement she tugs the taller woman closer; 
presses them flush and so intimately together. 


Even through her pants she can feel the sultry heat that pours from between Satsuki’s 
powerful thighs. She wants to rid herself of her clothes at once, to tear them both free of all 
the irritating barriers between them and bask in that covetous and illicit touch of skin against 
skin— but she refuses to let go; can t now that she has finally been allowed to touch. Her 
fingers dig roughly into the give of that fat rear, forcing their pelvises together with an 
experimental and entirely torrid roll of her hips. It feels incredible, but it pales in comparison 
to when Satsuki moves; when those wet and silk panties press against her toned stomach in a 
sharp and desperate grind. 


Her throat tightens and she watches between their bodies, watches hungrily where their 
bodies meet. 


The last dreg of coherency in her wanton mind melts then, her voice a desperate slur of stilted 
pleas muffled along that elegant neck, “Fuck, Satsuki— Nee-san, god I want you— need you, 
need to be in you.” 


She rolls her hips again and again in tight little circles and thinks she could come like this, 
crude and desperate with her name on her tongue, and it would be perfect. 


“Imouto,” Satsuki says with an urging pitch to her voice and Ryuko flushes bodily, feverishly 
as she realizes how immoral— how fucked this truly is, how fucked it is that she doesn’t care, 
how fucked it is that she only cares in the wrong way. 


In the next moment there are nails biting into her biceps, and that warm and supple body is 
leaning away from her; pushing away. 


“Ryuko.” 


This time she stills, blinking through that hazed desire to look at her almost naked sister 
properly. 


Satsuki doesn’t have to speak, Ryuko can already read it in those suddenly broken and blue 
eyes: Stop. 


The rejection settles painfully in her booming chest, mouth shifting into a furious frown as 
she pants with laborious and wrenching pulls of air. She doesn’t pull away fully yet, weak 
and unable to sever this connection; this fulfillment and wholeness that she has been without 
for years. 


“Why not?” Her voice is a sickly combination of anguish and frustration, almost shrill to her 
own ears. 


“This isn’t okay.” 
“Th’ fuck it isn’t!” 
“It’s wrong, Ryuko,” Satsuki's voice is thin and fragile like glass, her visage a broken thing. 


Anger swells within her at those words, the words that always play between them when they 
get too close, annoyance gnawing at her twitching hands. 


“So’s half the shit we’ve done ‘nd do, what the fucks it matter now?” she can’t keep the fury 
out of her voice, can’t stop her tongue from slurring as emotions overwhelm her. 


“We’re sisters; you’re drunk.” 
She can’t see why that would matter, blinded by infatuation. 
“Don’t fuckin’ give a shit. I Jove you, Sats.” 


Though, it has always been a little more than infatuation for her. Her face screws with her 
own revelation, eyes blinking past confusion and embarrassment and loss in quick motions. 
When she meets those eyes so alike to hers, she can only see pity; can only see the denial 
built upon Satsuki's head shaking left to right over and over. 


“I won't.” 


Wrath explodes within her, splits her mouth into a monstrous and terrible reverberating growl 
she feels to her toes. Her eyes blaze with it, with everything, the grip she has upon her sister 
turning a step before pain. 


“I’m stronger than you,” she spits. 


Ryuko doesn’t know why she says that next, or even at all. Maybe it’s because she truly is a 
monster, a bastardous and corrupt spawn so full of avarice and greed; so desperate for the 
touch of a sister. Maybe it’s because she’s never really been good or decent, maybe because 
she’s only known how to fight and take her whole life. Or maybe it’s because it's humiliating 
to bare her heart and soul like this and still be rejected time and rotten time again— maybe 
it’s because she’s a proud creature after all, and she can only handle so much groveling and 
begging before she feels utterly pathetic and scorned. 


Ryuko sinks her teeth into her tongue until it tears and squirms and her mouth pools with 
blood, until instinctive tears threaten to well; but it does nothing to take those accursed words 
back. A cool and sallow flush engulfs her as she draws her hands back and holds them 
between them in surrender, nausea bubbling in her stomach. 


Satsuki’s face is an enraged and tormented thing, an unwieldy fury twisting her features into 
harsh and wild shapes. Rage Ryuko can deal with, Satsuki’s wrath is a long accustomed to 
sentiment— but there’s a hurt mutely nestled between that righteous anger, an old and 
aggravated wound that causes fissures of fractures to appear in that normally stoic gaze. It is 
a hurt Ryuko understands at once is irreparable, a wound she will never be able to heal; a 
trust she has destroyed with her own hands. 


Ryuko finally understands what it is that keeps Satsuki awake and her knees almost buckle 
underneath the weight of this abhorrent truth. 


A sharp pain blooms near her hip, Satsuki’s knuckles jolting against that freshly healed and 
sensitive wound, and she reels back a step; dizzy and disorientated. That’s as far as she makes 
it until her world blurs around her and she finds herself forced against the table with a sharp 
hand digging into the spot between her shoulder blades. A pained noise falls between her 
lips, parting mouth freeing some of the blood as her hands twitch against wood. 


The next sensation though is warm, a teasing trail of a hand that starts on the lower ridges of 
her spine before sliding over the curve of her ass; fingers teasing the inside of her thigh. She 
squirms under that touch, confusion and passion layering over each other. 


“All of that strength and such glaring weaknesses.” Satsuki’s voice is suddenly a perfect 
mimicry of her youth; as barren and aloof and edged as Honn6ji itself. Those nails bite along 
the inner seam of her pants as slender fingers trail up and up and Ryuko can’t hold the 
wretched sob that betrays her arousal— can’t stop her thighs from parting. 


An instinctive part of her recognizes why Satsuki does this; It’s about control, it’s always 
been about control— something she was never allowed in that abominable life, something 
Ryuko threatened in the most ghastly of ways, something she’s devoted to reclaim morality 
be damned. 


The weight of that hand along her spine lessens some— she can break free now, she can 
move. 


Dutifully she remains as she is— greedily she does not interrupt this display. 


She is rewarded in the next beat as Satsuki’s trailing touch sinks under the band of her pants. 
Undignified and rough, that hand yanks harshly and impatiently until her pants are settled 
just above the wide span of her knees. The cool air snakes along her soaked and ruined 
underwear, the whimper she hurriedly tries to swallow coming out as a ragged and wanton 
thing as fingers slide roughly against her cloth covered mound before stilling entirely. 


It only takes that one touch to have every nerve along her frame kindled and electrified, to 
have the thundering of her chest grow feverish and frantic. The next breath she takes is a 


fragile and quaking thing, thoughts entirely consumed by the simple touch of her sister's 
fingers against her. 


Her stomach churns, her mind aches. 
Wrong wrong wrong— 


“Is this what you want then, Matoi?” The tone of Satsuki’s voice is boiling, revulsion and 
loathing settling like thorns in Ryuko’s already wounded chest. 


Her hands twitch against the table, spasm between clawing along grain and shifting into fists. 
A part of her wants to say no, wants to lie and pretend for a moment she’s redeemable; that 
she wouldn’t let this happen as it is, that she is patient and loving and has the resolve to make 
this work the right way. The way where they trust each other, the way where they care for 
one another, the way that begins and ends with love. 


“Please,” is the slurred whisper that snakes between her eager lips instead. Her hips roll a 
moment after, desperate for more of that touch; but that hand is removed. 


“Speak,” Satsuki’s mouth is near her ear then, that low and fierce voice pulling a moan 
between Ryuko’s lips. “Tell me you want it.” 


“Yes... IL I want you.” 


Ryuko feels tears in her eyes as she stews in the disgust she holds for herself, trembling as 
Satsuki’s warm body pulls away from her. 


“Fine.” 
Monster, is what she hears instead. 


In the next moment her underwear is jerked down her thighs and two fingers are sliding 
through her soaked folds. The direction 1s brutally precise as that touch roughly slides along 
the face of her clit and tugs at the hood. An incoherent string of words and thoughts 
consumes her, hips jerking forward against the table’s edge to increase that intoxicating 
friction she can feel along every ridge to her spine. The flush that paints her cheeks runs 
deep, drips down her tight chest and shoulders until everything is sensitive and raw. 


And then Satsuki’s fingers brace along either side of her twitching clit with a squeeze that has 
her opening flutter around nothing. 


“Sats—” 


Her breath leaves her in hurried pants, the rough and steady roll of Satsuki’s covetous touch 
leaving her a squirming and mewling mess. Ryuko is already so close, can feel it in the knots 
of her stomach and the curl of her toes. Every stroke has her hips buck, every flick erupts in a 
fire that has her sobbing. She can feel more and more of her arousal drool free and coat those 
swiftly moving fingers, feels her mind succumb to nothing but the white heat of pleasure. 


“Satsuki! Fuck, nee-s—” her watery voice is cut as Satsuki interrupts her with the prick of 
nails between her shoulder blades. 


“Don t!” The furious tone of her voice brokers no argument, is shrill and broken in a way 
Ryuko has never heard before, but those heated fingers between her thighs do not still, keep 
driving her forward and forward in a humiliating chorus of wetness and moans. 


““K-kay,” she manages weakly between gasps. Her stomach roils with self-hatred and arousal 
at once, something hot settling behind her eyes. Ryuko crumbles with the duality, hands 
digging into her hair to roughly pull. “Sorry... ‘M sorry,” her voice is watery and fractured 
by moans and gasps, her fingers digging deeper into her hair. “Please... Please don’t— hate 
me. I love you, I—” She cuts off her own pathetic grovelling with a desperate gasp for air. 


Ryuko never gets a response; she knows she’s undeserving of one. 


Sweat beads along her twitching frame as she digs her teeth into her lower lip, closing her 
eyes to block out the rest of the world. She feels like she’s on fire, like she’s melting and 
crumbling and it’s too much and she’s close so close— 


The orgasm that washes over her is a violent and churning thing, forcing a broken scream 
from her split lips. Her body quakes in great waves with her laboured heaving, the hand 
against her back forcing her down and still as Satsuki’s fingers continue to rub her clit raw 
through it. The fire in her chest burns the whole while, the frantic pace of her heart turning 
agonizing in her suffocating chest. Pleasure becomes indistinguishable from pain and she 
gnashes her teeth together, leaves scores of her nails along the table. She tries to shift away 
from that burning touch uselessly, squeezes her thighs shut in an attempt to slow those hard 
rolls. 


“I— I— Can t—” Ryuko’s stilted and dry pleas are silenced as fingers spear into her. 


Every muscle in her body twitches and tightens, the sweltering walls of her cunt instinctively 
squeezing down on those duo of fingers as they are dragged ruthlessly free only to be drilled 
harder and deeper into her. She feels full and stretched already, but Satsuki still forces in a 
third on her next brutal thrust. 


This time Ryuko’s knees do buckle, her lungs entirely emptied, but Satsuki’s frame swiftly 
shifts against her to keep her pinned as she tears her open with every furious stroke, with 
every wild spread of those fingers. 


Ryuko loses everything to that fevered sensation, incoherent and bubbling with whimpers and 
empty sobs. The drained teacup next to her jumps and clatters with every thrust, the peaks of 
her breasts rubbing raw against the table; but she is barely aware of it all, enamoured by the 
obscene noise from her own dripping core that is somehow louder than her haggard 
breathing. She feels pathetic for it all, and it only makes her wanton and so she fucks 
backwards; forces herself even deeper onto those long digits with shaking legs and on useless 
feet. 


When Satsuki curls her fingers the first time Ryuko feels her thighs spasm and her clit throb 
in sympathy; but it isn’t enough for either of them. That touch turns cruelly devoted, 


calloused fingertips pressing and kneading against the front of her walls until she’s shaking 
and mewling. 


The next orgasm to take her is no kinder than the first, every muscle in her body coiling with 
a broiling heat as she clenches down on those long fingers— and then something hot and wet 
jets out from between her thighs, drips and pours down her legs as she howls in rapture. Her 
thighs jerk forward instinctively a few more rounds, milking those long digits before feeling 
them yanked free of her quaking hole and wiped along her pants. 


When her legs give out this time, Satsuki is not there to keep her steady and she tumbles 
uselessly onto the cool tiles of the floor. 


Ryuko breathes desperately to soothe the ache of her starved lungs, clit still jumping with 
sensitivity between her quaking thighs. There’s a muted bliss to her entire body, a tension 
erased and mellowed. She peels her eyes open in the next moment with a hissed groan, the 
light of the room suddenly seeming too much and her brain sluggish 


When she finally clears the haze of her vision a few blinks later, everything catches up to her 
as she looks at Satsuki’s shattered expression. 


Ryuko’s chest cools and hollows; itches with a new outline. 
Irreparable. 
“Satsuki...” 


With nothing left to hide it, the nausea overcomes her in great waves. Her hands fumble to 
draw her underwear and pants up, cringing as the fabric sticks to her sweat and cum drenched 
thighs. Tears well in her eyes as her breathing shallows. She needs to get to her feet and 
explain, or do something. She needs to— 


“You got what you came here for, please go.” Satsuki says it so softly she almost doesn’t hear 
her at first. 


And then everything suddenly no longer makes sense. She manages to get to her wobbly feet 
as she stutters and chokes out her raw and rasping voice, “W-wait, we should— we need t’ 
talk.” 


There’s a mask that settles over Satsuki’s face then, a cold mockery of confusion that has that 
delicate head tilting as she speaks, hands mechanically retying her robe. “No. We don’t.” 


“Sats—” 
She’s interrupted forcibly. 
“Leave, Ryuko.” 


There’s a finality in those drained words that have her frozen, that has her chest caving under 
its own ravenous and desperate weight. Panic has her throat tight with glass and barb, has her 
hands shake uselessly at her sides. 


She doesn’t want it to end like this. 
It can’t end like this. 
“I’m sorry!” 


Satsuki has already disappeared further into the house by the time those howled words leave 
her lips, and she stands in that empty kitchen for too long a time listening to the leaden beat 
of her withering heart. Part of Ryuko wants to give chase, she wants to push again— but she 
thinks about what she has already taken and finds herself bent over the kitchen sink and 
expelling everything in choking heaves as she cries. 


When that void above her chest draws open hungry and empty once more, she is sure this 
time it takes her heart with it. 
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